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Author's Notes: 

This is honestly just part of a series of fanfictions I've written in my free time as a way To, er, satisfy my 
immense craving for John Frusciante, so if you fancy the fuck out of the guy too, then you might enjoy this. 
Warning: detailed/graphic! 


"Trust me," Josh said softly, gazing gently into my eyes, searching for understanding. 


"| want To... but... you know... | don't like my body very much." 


| touched his neck softly. Hearing that was difficult. In my eyes, Josh was perfect, adorably perfect, with his 


floppy hair and his slim frame. How could he not love himself? 


"That's ok! Its totally up to you what we do, you know, you can keep all your clothes on, we can turn the 
lights off, whatever, anything to make you feel comfortable." | reassured him. 


Josh gave me a smile, looking relieved. He leaned forwards and our lips met, softly. He pulled away again, gently, 


our noses touching, and he took a deep breath. Then he kissed me again. His arms wrapped more tightly around 


my waist, and he tilted his head. | kissed him back, desperately, and began to run my hands gently through his 
hair. 
| could hear his breathing become more vocal, and he pulled me right against him. | could feel a hardness 


against me, and | pushed hard against it, and Josh moaned into my mouth. 
He pulled away, breathless. "l.l want you." He whispered, with urgency. 
"And | want you, Josh." | pulled away from him and held his eye contact, taking a step back. 


He held his breath as he watched me slowly sink to my knees, his member standing hard before me, stil 


concealed in his jeans. | watched his expression as | very, very slowly pulled them down a little. 


"Is this okay?" | asked gently. 

Josh gave a nod, so | continued, teasingly touching his hardness through his boxers, grabbing it gently, giving it 
long licks through the material. He was breathing deeply. | pulled it out of his boxers and ran my tongue up and 
down his shaft gently, before taking it into my mouth, maintaining eye contact with him, mostly so | knew he 


was comfortable with what | was doing, but also so that | could see how turned on he looked. 


"Oh God. Fuck, yeah," he breathed, gasping for air as | began to slowly suck on him. He settled his hands on the 
sides of my head gently, and | felt fingers slowly stroking my hair. 


| glanced up. His face was hard in concentration, his eyes focused, watching me see to him, not wanting to miss 


a single second. 


| began to alternate; licking up and down his length, before taking it all in my mouth - which always resulted in 
a sudden sexy gasp - and sucking on it rhythmically. 


| took it deep down into my throat, which had him pulling at my hair and cursing. | tried to deepthroat him for 
as long as | could; not able to get enough of his moans. He was pulling my head forwards, my lips touching the 
skin of his abdomen, his length completely inside me. He thrusted a little, and | tried very hard not to gag. 


"I can't take this for much longer..." Josh warned. His cheeks were very pink. "I'm gonna - oooh, fuck!" he 
gasped, silenced by my deepthroating him again. He gave another low groan. "Seriously! I'm gonna fucking come 


if you continue this," he whispered. 


| gazed up at him, and pulled back, releasing his member. | licked the pre-cum off my lips. "Okay," | said, 
hoarsley. "Well, then. Tell me what you want." 


Josh looked into my eyes again. His gaze was desperate. "I want to fuck you. So bad. But..but can you be on 
top? l.l prefer it" 


| nuzzled against his neck. "Of course," | whispered | could still see the fast rise and fall of his chest. He was 


anxious. 


| took his hand and led him to the sofa, and he lay down on his back, shifting to get comfortable. 

| wiggled out of my jeans and booty shorts and approached him, in only my t-shirt. He gazed up at me, and | 
could tell he looked nervous. 

He licked his lips quickly and exhaled heavily as he watched me gently climb upon him, his eyes following my leg 
as | shifted it over his body. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed my neck, before reached down and 
grabbed at his jeans, fumbling with them, his hands shaking slightly. He pulled them down a little more, 
revealing his slim thighs, and then grabbed at his boxers, pulling them down too, his junk all on show. However, 
he didn't touch his shirt. | knew he had body image issues, but | was still rather hoping he'd take it off. | could 


feel him watching me anxiously. 
"It is okay to keep my shirt on, right?" he asked, his voice a little shaky. 


| gazed deep into his eyes. "Of course it is." 
On all fours above his body, | slowly lowered myself so that his length touched my bare skin, softly. It slid 
against my wetness and it took everything in me to keep calm and hold off from immediately grabbing his 


hardness and sliding it inside me. 


Josh was watching intently, giving small gasps as | covered him in my slickness. He started to plant kisses upon 
my neck and collarbones, then placed his hands upon my waist and ran his eyes over my figure. | slithered out 
of my t-shirt and unhooked my bra, and watched him. His breathing became heavier as he pulled me gently, 
and began to sway my hips so that his cock was sliding against me faster. He gave a full-body shudder. He 
shifted his gaze back to my face. His eyes were sparkling, his cheeks were flushed. There was a tiny hint of a 
smile in his parted lips. 


His eyes wandered down, followed by his right hand, and he slowly took two fingers and gently ran them up and 
down my pussy, covering them in my wetness, before looking back into my eyes, searching for a sign that he 


was doing it right. | exhaled audibly, and he bit his lip. 


My moans grew louder as he teased me, his confidence growing as | grabbed his shoulders in a grip of 
pleasure. He slipped his hand around my body and squeezed my ass, and | gave a groan. In return | reached 


down, and gently grasping his member, began to pleasure him steadily. 


Josh immediately gasped for breath and fixated his 

gaze on the movement. He watched, mouth open, his breathing increasing and becoming louder. It was so damn 
hot. The pre-cum was dripping by this point and coating his length, making my movements smoother. | 
continued, watching and enjoying his expression. He tilted his head slightly, still staring, beginning to pant slightly, 
before lifting his gaze and looking right into my eyes. 


"Please...fuck me," he gasped. 


| couldn't possibly resist. | grabbed his base and | wiggled my hips a little and pressed him against my entrance, 
and his breathing became louder still. Then | slowly guided him in, and he shuddered and gave a loud moan. 


"Oh!" He gasped. His hands turned to fists and he 
grabbed at the sofa cushions. | could feel his muscles tensing up, enjoying the sensations. 


"Fuck!" 


| felt his cock begin to fill me, steadily, and | breathed hard, sighing. Josh was shaking and moaning, obviously 
enjoying the sudden warmth and pressure. He took a deep breath, gasping, as | thrust my hips down slowly, 
before pulling away again, and shivers ran up and down my spine. He threw his head back and arched his back 


slightly as | let him fill me, moaning, his breaths coming in gasps. 


"Oh, God," he whispered. His mouth fell open and his eyes rolled as | began to ride him slowly. 

| leaned down and rested my hands upon his chest, still covered by his t shirt, and pinned him down. | teased 
him, dropping slowly, then pulling back, allowing him to savour every sensation. His chest was shaking and his 
cheeks were now bright red, his fingers still digging into the sofa cushions, looking like they would rip the 
material at any moment. The moans were still audible from deep within his throat, and he opened his eyes a 


little to watch me. He gazed, fixated, his eyes heavy. | picked up the pace. 


"Ugh, yeah... It feels so f-fucking good.” Josh 
breathed, struggling to form his words. 


"Fuck, yeah," | panted in reply as he settled his hands on my waist again. He held my body as | worked on him, 
pulling me down on to his cock, squeezing my skin uncontrollably as he filled me up, his nails leaving little 
scratches on my body. 

My thighs were becoming tired, so | leaned down, my body parallel to his. | buried my face against his neck and 
pinned his arms to the sofa and continued to thrust, working my hips and ass, pumping him hastily. | kissed his 
neck and his moans continued, breathing heavy in my ear. He gave a groan, low and rumbly. 


| heard him take an extra deep breath. 


‘Mmmmm...you like pinning me down, baby?" 
"God, yeah." | whispered in his ear. 


"Good." he paused. His voice was deep and low. "l-I love getting dominated..| love being held down and fucked... 


and fuck me, you do it so well.” 

| breathed heavily and tried my hardest to keep myself composed, even though Josh's dirty talk was turning 
me on and it wasn't going to take much to make me come right there and then. | continued fucking him 
steadily, pumping his entire cock, right down to the base, concentrating hard. | didn't want to come yet. | 
wanted to enjoy him for longer. 


Josh suddenly pulled his arms free from my grasp, and wrapped them around my waist. 


"Hey..." he moaned. "Hold still..| wanna fuck you now." 


| ceased my movements, breathing hard, and bit my lip as | felt him move his hips. He held me still with his 


arms and began to pound me, thrusting up hard. 


"Oh, fuck. Fuck!" It was my turn to cry out, | couldn't help it. | felt his hands grab my ass, pulling it down 
toward him, squeezing my skin hard, relentless with his pumping. He filled me completely, the hot wet friction 
driving me insane, making me weak and breathless. With a shaky hand, | reached down and began to pleasure 
myself with my fingers, circular motions on my delicate skin heightening the sensations within, and | knew | 


couldn't take much more. 


| gazed at Josh's face, at his tightly pursed lips, his hardened brow, the sweat shiny on his skin, his eyes 
fixated on the way his length was thrusting in and out roughly. 


"I'm not-not far off, Josh," | moaned. 


He glanced up at me. "Me neither..." he replied, his voice low and raspy. He gave a growl. "Mmmm. | want you to 
come first," he added, and gazed right into my eyes. "Come for me.." he took a deep breath. "I want you to 
fucking come for me, quickly, before | beat you to it.." he raised his voice. "Oh, God, you'll have to be quick!" 


Hearing him speaking like that , and the sudden urgency in his voice as he neared his orgasm, spurred me, and 
| gritted my teeth as | went over the edge. | spread my legs further instinctively, and gave a loud wail, which | 
muffled by burying my head against Josh's chest. "Mmnmmmfffl" 


| couldn't help the moans as the euphoria erupted, tingling, delicious warmth spreading throughout my body. | 
pressed myself against him, taking his entire length inside me, needing more and more. My hands grabbed at 
his hair and | gave yet another desperate scream into his chest, sexual rage releasing through my vocalisation, 


every muscle tense, toes curling. | cried out, wailing, panting. 


"Holy fuck," | heard Josh mumble, extremely breathlessly. His voice was filled with arousal. "You're so hot when 


you come..fuck. | can feel your p-pussy squeezing my dick God, that feels - oh, fuck! Fuck, I'm coming!" 


With a yell, he hastily pushed himself inside me, as far as he could, and | could feel his pulsing, then the 
spurts of his hot load inside me. He pumped again and again, crying out repeatedly, expelling an extremely large 
amount within me each time. | could feel every shot. It felt incredible, and | looked up to watch his face; his 
mouth open, his eyes squeezed tightly shut, sweat dripping down his skin. His fingers were digging into my skin, 
his muscles were taut and rigid, his chest was puffed out. He pulled out, dripping, immediately shooting 
incredibly thick cum all over my thighs, then reinserted, still throbbing, still pumping. 


His throbbing finally ceased, and he stayed still for a moment, before taking a very deep breath, and slowly 
letting go of my ass, and | felt his body relax. He lay back, resting his head, and shakily reached to wipe the 


sweat from his brow. 


He opened his eyes slowly to gaze at me, and he couldn't help a grin stretch over his face. He gave a chuckle, 


closing his eyes again, and | lay my head down on his chest, feeling his heart beating. 
"That..was...perfect." He stuttered, after a long while. 


| gave a weak moan "God..yeah," | managed to mutter. | gave a giggle. "Y-you know, I've never experienced 


such..such a large amount of cum, in my life, ever." 
Josh gave an unsteady laugh. "Is-is that a good thing?" 


"Yes!" 


| felt him exhale. "Mmm... well, I've never experienced such an amazing fuck, ever. So you deserved all of it.. 


every last drop." 


| mumbled and smiled against his neck as | kissed his jawline gently. 


God, | loved him..but what about John? 


